no                   SOTHWELL               [ACT IL

For this thy loving speed ?  Yet send him these,

And bid him, I would fain say come, but wait

Till I have tried my traitors; if my tongue

Win them to slack their hold on me to-night,

We may speed surelier \ if their hands hold fast,

Then let him smite and slay and set me free.

I would have all their heads here in my lap,

Tell him, not one or two slain suddenly.

That their blood shed may seem not spilt by chance

Nor lost and won in hazard of affray

But sacrificed by judgment, and their names

Who would have made of royalty in me

Ruin, and marred the general name of king,

Shall with their lives be perfectly put out,

Royally ruined; wherefore if I may

I will steal forth with subtle help of words,

Not break their bonds with violence; in which hope

Bid him watch close.               [Exit MARY BEATON.

And when his watch is done
It will be morning, and the sun shall break
As fire for them that had their hour by night
And light for wrath to see them and to slay.

Re-enter ARTHUR ERSKINE, introducing MURRAY.

Arthur Erskine.    Madam, my lord of Murray.

Queen.                                          Ah, my brother,

Had you been here they had not used me thus.

Murray.   I am sorry, madam, such things should

be done
As even the strain of sharp necessity